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For everyone who's been reading from the very start.
Absolute peaches, each and every one of you.


Chapter One: Brunch with a Beautiful and terrifying friend

I was sitting opposite a beautiful woman on a bright summer morning, surrounded by the clink of cutlery, the buzz of outdoor patio conversation, and the smell of freshly frothed matcha lattes. On the surface, there was nothing strange afoot. Hannah and I were just two friends, hanging out at another over-priced Vancouver brunch spot.

Nothing abnormal about that at all.

But nothing had been normal since Hannah locked me up.

My best friend was sitting across from me now in a gauzy white tank top so sheer I could see the tiny shadow of her swollen nipples peeking through. Her damp hair was swept over one shoulder, still wet from the shower. She wore no bra, of course. Hannah never wore a bra, often musing that nobody could tell the difference. (Everyone could tell the difference.)

“So,” Hannah said lightly, sipping her iced matcha latte, “I bet this week has gone a little differently than you thought when you promised to help me move? I mean, there’s no way you could have guessed it would end with you agreeing to be my chastity slave for the week, is there?”

I blinked, trying not to stare at the way her top clung to the curve of her ample breasts. I gulped. In the past week, I had agreed to let my best friend and her new dominant pals lock my cock in chastity and treat me however they wished. All for the opportunity to fuck my best friend in the whole world at the end of the week.

Today.

I tried to play it cool. “Neither of us did, right?”

To my surprise, Hannah blushed.

Under the table, I felt her foot shift. Then something warm and soft slid up my shin, gliding slowly beneath the hem of my shorts. Her toes, bare, delicate and oh so soft, began to curl around the metal bars of my latest chastity cage.

“I have a confession,” Hannah whispered, voice sweet as it was dangerous.

I swallowed. “W-what do you mean?”

Her foot pressed harder, her perfectly pedicured toes nestling between my swollen, aching balls like toying with me was the most natural thing in the world.

“I knew you’d find my panties when I asked you to grab something from my bag, that first night you were in town,” she said airily. “You’ve always had terrible impulse control. I figured I’d either catch you with a stiffy or find you sniffing them.”

I gasped, breath catching in my throat.

“I didn’t think you’d actually jerk it in my friggin hallway,” she added with a wicked grin. “I never knew you were such a naughty little bitch.”

Her foot continued to rub slowly against my throbbing, helpless cock. I was already leaking, and even after a week of her glorious torture, I could feel humiliation burning my cheeks at what she was doing to me. Hannah toyed with the little key swinging from the chain around her neck, her fingers brushing it like a lover’s cheek.

“I’m really glad you’re a dirty-minded perv, though,” she said, her voice softening. “It’s brought us closer together as friends.”

“Best friends,” I managed to whisper, half-moaning as her foot tapped against my swollen balls.

“But I’m… looking forward to taking it off this evening,” I ventured hopefully.

She rolled her eyes.

“A deal’s a deal,” she murmured, twirling her straw. “But before we get to that, I have a few things I need to take care of today.”

I blinked. “Oh?”

“So to give me some space, I’ve made some appointments on your behalf,” she said, her voice sing-song now. “With our new Vancouver friends.”

I didn’t have time to ask what she meant. A horn blared from the street, and we both turned. A sleek black town car pulled up to the curb, its windows tinted dark.

And then, like a scene from a B-movie, Fredrika stuck her head out the back window, sunglasses perched high on her nose, and her blood red painted lips curving into a devilish smile.

“Get in, bitch,” Fredrika called in her mild Nordic accent, grinning. “We’re going shopping.”

My mouth fell open. “Shopping?”

“Freddie’s been dying to see you,” Hannah said sweetly, sliding her bare foot out of my lap like she hadn’t just reduced me to a trembling mess beneath the brunch table. “She’s got something special planned.”

I stammered. “I, I thought you were taking me, ”

“Oh, you shouldn’t think, Bestie, life gets a lot more interesting if you let the women do that for you, right?” Hannah teased, rising gracefully to her feet. “It’s your final day in Vancouver right? Well, you’ve made such an impression; everyone wants a taste.”

She leaned down and pressed a kiss to my cheek, soft, warm, and completely possessive.

“You’ve been so good,” she murmured, brushing a thumb along the edge of my lip. “And now it’s time to really show off the new and improved you.”

Before I could gather my thoughts, she bent low enough that her breasts brushed the table and whispered, “You’re going to try some very special teasing with you today. But remember: no cumming. No matter what they do. Understand, Bestie?”

“Whatever you say, Miss Hannah,” I said, squeezing her hand.

Without aplomb, the door of the towncar opened. Fredrika, impossibly tall in thigh-high boots and an asymmetrical latex dress, crooked her finger at me.

“Come on, pantyboy,” she purred. “Miss Hannah says you’re just dying to be our little dress-up doll.”

I stood shakily, feeling the weight of my cage between my legs, the wet spot already blooming through my shorts. Hannah handed me a tote bag with a wink.

“Sit on this, I don’t want you leaking on the seats,” she said sweetly. “Be a good boy for them, okay?”

She turned away, walking into the sunlight like a goddess. Her hips swayed and I saw her thong was visible through the translucent skirt. Men and women stared at her as she sashayed past. Who was I to blame them?

I climbed into the car.

Fredrika looked me up and down and grinned, unbuckling her seatbelt.

“Take off your shorts,” she demanded casually, crossing her legs and stretching one bare foot toward my lap. “I want to see the new cage.”

I obeyed.

And just like that, my final day in Vancouver began.

At the mercy of my best friend’s dominant girlfriends.

With nothing to protect me but a tiny pink cage.

And the knowledge that by tonight, it would finally come off for good.


Chapter Two: The most adorable little cage for the most adorable little clit

Fredrika was gorgeous in that terrifying way I was slowly redefining as ‘my type’.

Backseat of the towncar, legs crossed, bare foot tapping rhythmically on my caged cock through my shorts, Fredrika lounged in a black mesh crop top that clung to her tiny tits like smoke and did nothing to obscure her silver nipple rings. Her leather mini-skirt rode high on one hip, exposing a long Nordic thigh with the tail of her whip tattoo peeking above a diamond-studded garter. Her bob-cut was razor-sharp, her lip-gloss black and kissable, and she looked at me like I was a piece of property. In short, she looked fucking amazing.

“Look at you,” she purred, flicking my nose with a manicured finger. “All pretty and pathetic.”

I squirmed in the passenger seat, still caged and trembling from brunch.

“Miss Hannah said I had to be on my best behavior,” I whispered, already feeling the cage press tighter as Fredrika’s eyes roamed me.

Behind the wheel, Dina was stone-faced and completely naked, save for a pair of white satin gloves and her slave collar. Her caramel skin glistened in the sun pouring through the one-way windshield, and every turn of the wheel made her tits bounce gently, nipples hard from either the shame or the arousal or both.

“Her punishment for playing with you without my permission yesterday,” Fredrika explained with a yawn, stretching her arms over her head. Her pierced nipples strained through the mesh. “So now Dina drives us naked. As punishment.”

My cage twitched, leaking instantly. I whimpered.

Dina’s fingers tightened on the steering wheel.

“She enjoyed herself too much, the little slut, but I caught her red-handed,” Fredrika added smugly. “But now she’s being good. Aren’t you bitch?”

Dina flushed as she whimpered, “Yes, Mistress.”

Fredrika smiled and went back to gently kicking my cage with her feet.

We pulled into the alley behind the boutique, an unmarked black door with nothing but a rose-gold bell and a tiny plaque: Dirty Minds | Toys & Training Apparel.

Inside, the boutique was pure kink couture. Velvet drapes, gold fixtures, racks of lingerie too expensive to buy but too sexy to leave behind. Display cases shimmered with harnesses, plugs, vibrators, and silicone cocks in more colors than a lipstick stall.

Dina fixed a cord to my cock cage, and then Fredrika led the way, leash tight in her grip, the clip snapping against my cage with every step.

“Oh, we’re going to have fun,” she said cheerfully. “Miss Hannah wants something new for your final party look. Let’s try on a few options, shall we?”

The assistant behind the counter, a gorgeous asian girl in a powder blue corset top with tiny pale nipples, didn’t blink when Fredrika whispered in her ear. A moment later, she emerged from the back with a black velvet tray.

“La crème de la cage,” Fredrika purred.

The first was a spiked one. A small, brutal, clear plastic construction with an interior of wicked, silicone-tipped studs. “For self-control,” the tag read.

Fredrika made me hop onto the counter and then unlocked my cage. Trying to get hard I began to feel myself stiffen, but Fredrika was fas,t and before I could get and harder, she slid it on. God, it was painful, and that pain only made me harder, which in turn made it more painful.

Basically, I was fucked.

Fredrika took a photo.

“God, you look so fucking good when you’re in pain,” she cooed.

The second was pink, and really didn’t look like a cage at all. In fact it mostly looked like a large paperclip.

“The Fufu clipette,” Fredrika said. “Designed to feminize and humiliate. Converts the penis silhouette into a soft cuntlike bulge.”

She slid it into place with practiced fingers, adjusting my balls through the ring as I gasped.

“There,” she said, stepping back. “Now you look like you belong at a bachelorette brunch.”

I looked down. Between my legs my cock and balls had totally dissappeared, folded and molded into what looked like a pussy. Heat filled my cheeks as I was overcome with embarrassment. This was a new low. I looked like a fucking girl.

“You look so adorable!” Fredrika said, giggling as she took more photos.

Before she removed it, she licked her thumb. Wiped the precum off the front and smeared it over my lips.

“Smile, pantyboy.”

The third was the worst. Or the best. I couldn’t tell anymore. This week was really fucking with me, to say the least.

It was white. Bunny-shaped. The cage itself was small and smooth, but the end curved up like a little cartoon rabbit nose. Two pink silicone ears curled out as well. A puffy tail plug came with it to complete the humiliating ensemble.

“Oh my god,” Fredrika laughed, spinning me toward the mirror. “You’re a chastity bunny. Miss Hannah is going to die.”

Fredrika took what felt like thousands of photos. In every single one, my eyes were wide and horrified, the bunny ears bouncing with every tremble.

“She’s going to love this one,” Fredrika decided, tugging the leash. “Final fit. Lock this little clit up.”

The assistant smiled and clicked the tiny padlock into place.

Before I could beg to put my shorts back on, the bell above the boutique door jingled.

And in walked Kitten.

Latex clung to every inch of her athletic frame, bubblegum pink, high-gloss, and tight enough to make my cage ache instantly. Her breasts bounced with every step, and just looking at her toned thighs made my mouth water.

“Miss Hannah sent me,” she said, sauntering over. “I’m driving you to Naomi’s mansion.”

Fredrika grinned. “Good. We’re almost done here.”

Kitten reached down and tugged the little puff tail plug sticking from my latex panties.

“Cute,” she said. “But you better behave. Naomi’s in a mood.”

My cage twitched. My thighs clenched.

Fredrika leaned in and whispered, “Smile for the road. I’m going to send these to Hannah. And if she likes them…”

She kissed the tip of one of the bunny ears. “Maybe she’ll keep you like this forever.”

My cheeks burned.

And my cage, my ridiculous, humiliating, bunny cage, leaked like a broken faucet.


Chapter Three: Leather, Lace, and the Strap-On Show, or, kitten gets fucked in the ass

Naoimi’s mansion looked like something out of a music video. Black marble floors. Velvet drapes. Massive windows tinted dark against the sun, casting the entire space in sensual half-shadow. It smelled like perfume, leather, and lube.

And power.

I was standing in the foyer, bunny cage still locked tight and tail plug snug between my cheeks, when I heard her heels click.

And then, there she was.

Naoimi.

Short, stacked, and terrifying, she made the air itself feel hotter. Her tits were absurd, massive and barely restrained by the black leather corset cinched cruelly tight around her tiny waist. Her thighs were thick and toned, wrapped in fishnets that disappeared into lace-up boots that made her taller than Kitten. Black lipstick gleamed on her smirking lips. Her long dark hair was pinned up with strands curling like a spell, and every inch of her glowed with dangerous confidence.

“Oh, it’s the little panty-rabbit,” she purred, eyes immediately dropping to my cage. “I see Hannah picked the cutest humiliation option.”

I couldn’t meet her gaze. I was already leaking.

Kitten, beside her, wore nothing but a latex harness and knee-high socks, her own pink chastity belt glinting in the low light. She was on all fours like it was her natural state, waiting and watching, her cheeks flushed from either shame or excitement, maybe both.

Naoimi stalked a slow circle around me, like a sexy panther.

“Let me guess,” she said, licking her teeth. “You came here hoping we’d unlock you.”

I stayed silent.

She grabbed my chin.

“Slaves answer their betters.”

“I, I hoped, Miss Naoimi,” I stammered. “Yes.”

The beautiful goth goddess leaned in close, her heavy breasts almost brushing my chest. Her voice was a hiss.

“That pathetic little nub doesn’t even deserve freedom.”

She flicked my cage with a black-nailed finger, making me yelp.

“Oh my god,” she laughed. “You’re dripping. Just from being insulted.”

She turned to Kitten and barked, “Get the harness.”

The kneeling girl sprang up, moved fast, and returned with a strap-on. It was pastel pink and bobbed slightl, almost in a comical way. Naoimi handed it to me.

“You want to fuck something, pantyboy?” she growled, circling behind. “Fine. But only the only cock you’re permitted to use will be synthetic. Only if it makes you feel even smaller.”

I gulped.

Kitten knelt again, presenting her ass to me, latex glistening under the chandelier. Her pussy, locked away behind her steel belt, left only her tight little asshole as an option.

Naoimi shoved the harness into my hands and began to fit it around my hips.

“You’re going to fuck Kitten in her sexy little hole,” she said. “While I whip you.”

I whimpered. “Miss, please… ”

She smacked my ass hard before I could even finish.

“Begging is boring. Do what you’re told.”

The strap-on locked into place, bobbing in front of my still-caged clit like a cruel joke. Naoimi guided me forward, one hand on my leash, the other gripping a riding crop.

Kitten arched her back, presenting herself.

“Fuck me, stud,” she said with a smirk.

“Now,” Naoimi commanded. “Make yourself useful.”

With trembling hands, I guided the tip against Kitten’s lubed asshole and slowly pressed in. She moaned softly, and I gasped, the feeling of fucking her, even through the harness, was electric.

But then came the first lash.

Crack.

I jolted forward, sinking deeper into Kitten. The sting was immediate and hot across my ass as Kitten moaned like a whore.

Crack.

Another hit. Another thrust. The rhythm built, each whip crack timed with a deeper push, each strike making my cock twitch helplessly inside its bunny cage, leaking as I fucked someone else with fake cock.

I moaned, desperate, grinding helplessly.

“Look at you,” Naoimi taunted. “Getting worked up while your fake cock does all the work.”

“Pathetic,” Kitten panted. “He’s so weak.”

Crack.

“You’re leaking on my floor.”

Crack.

“Fucking like a little chastity bunny. That’s all you are now, isn’t it?”

Crack.

“A horny little wind-up toy.”

My body shuddered with every word. The cage throbbed. My thighs trembled.

Naoimi yanked my leash, dragging me upright. Kitten whined at the sudden emptiness.

“Look at me,” she whispered, voice dark and triumphant. “You’re not a man. You’re not even a pet. You’re a learning exercise.”

I nodded, too far gone to speak.

Naoimi ran a finger down my cheek and smeared the precum still leaking from my cage across my lips.

Then she kissed me.

“Now go clean Kitten’s ass,” she said, slapping the strap-on. “With your tongue.”

And just like that, I obeyed.

Because I was hers.

Because I was everyone’s.

Because I loved my best friend and would do anything to make her proud.


Chapter Four: Moxie's humiliating and wonderful Lingerie makeover

Stepping into Moxie's private boudoir felt like entering a dream crafted specifically to undo me. Rich velvet drapes hid the daylight, casting the room in a honeyed, sensual glow. Gold-framed mirrors lined every wall, reflecting my humiliation infinitely. Beneath my bare feet, the plush carpet felt like silk, teasing my nerves with every step.

Moxie stood in the center, blonde hair cascading over her shoulders in soft waves. Her porcelain curves were wrapped in a shimmering lavender silk robe, tied loosely enough to reveal the deep valley of her cleavage and the seductive curve of her hip. Her blue eyes glittered wickedly as she watched me approach, her perfect lips curled into a knowing smile.

“Welcome to our special fitting, cutie,” she purred, pulling me toward a delicate chaise draped in pastel lace. “I’ve selected something very special for you today.”

She opened a lacquered wardrobe, revealing an array of lingerie so delicate, so beautifully humiliating, my breath caught in my chest.

“First, something elegant,” she said, holding up a stunning ivory corset. It gleamed softly under the light, ribbons trailing down like promises waiting to be tied.

Her hands were practiced, gentle yet utterly dominant as she fastened the corset around me, pulling the ribbons tight and snug until I felt beautifully trapped. With each tug, the fabric squeezed my chest, forcing my posture into submission. My breath grew shallow, desperate, as my body surrendered to the satin embrace.

“Gorgeous,” she murmured, stepping back to admire me. Her eyes traced my shape, from the lace edge of the corset down to my humiliating bunny cage. She reached out and ran a finger over its curves, making me whimper softly.

“Let’s try another,” she whispered, voice dripping with excitement.

She slowly unlaced the corset, letting her hands linger across my ribs, teasing me as she freed me. The feeling of exposure returned, intense and thrilling.

Next, she pulled out a delicate, black lace bralette. It was so sheer it was practically invisible, more like a shadow than clothing. I blushed furiously as she slipped it onto me, the gentle scrape of lace against my sensitive skin setting me ablaze.

“Oh my god,” she breathed, biting her lip. “You look perfectly obscene.”

Her fingertips brushed softly across my nipples, the lace heightening every sensation, making me shiver. “Imagine Hannah seeing you like this. Just aching, desperate to touch yourself, but you can't.”

I moaned weakly, my cage twitching helplessly.

“Not this one,” she whispered teasingly. “Too innocent.”

She peeled the bralette away, leaving me trembling, exposed once more.

Then her eyes gleamed with mischief as she reached for something more ridiculous: a gleaming black latex bodysuit. My heart hammered as she stretched it carefully, the scent of polished rubber filling my senses. She guided it slowly over my bare skin, smoothing every inch until I was tightly encased in shining black. The latex clung mercilessly, outlining every humiliating detail, the cage, my flushed, leaking embarrassment, highlighting my submission.

“Good lord, you look like a wet dream,” she laughed softly. “But perhaps it’s too… restrictive. We want you accessible.”

She slowly peeled the latex away, the cool air rushing across my body making me shudder, even as warmth flushed my cheeks in embarrassment.

Then her eyes lit up.

“I know exactly what Hannah would love,” she said confidently. From a drawer, she pulled an intricately patterned black corset, sultry and elegant, paired perfectly with sheer fishnets and garters. At the bottom was a pair of delicate, crotchless lace panties, so scandalously revealing that my cage would be constantly, shamefully exposed.

“Perfect,” she whispered.

Her hands slid the corset around me again, cinching it tight, pulling each ribbon snug until I was breathless, the garment sculpting my body into something soft, submissive, utterly feminine. My cage strained desperately beneath, aching, dripping. Then she knelt before me, sliding the fishnets gently up each trembling thigh, fastening the garters, and finally guiding the lace panties slowly into place.

I gasped as the delicate lace hugged my hips, my caged cock fully on display, throbbing shamefully beneath her gaze. Her eyes sparkled with delight.

“Oh, look at you,” she whispered reverently. “You’re beyond adorable.”

Moxie reached out, tracing her fingers slowly around the exposed bars of my cage. “Such a pretty, needy little thing. You’re so much better off when the women in your life control your little clit, aren’t you?”

Then, slowly, she leaned in and pressed her perfect, glossy lips directly against the humiliating pink bunny cage. My knees nearly buckled at the tender, teasing kiss. Warmth spread through my veins, pooling into an agonizing ache between my thighs.

She lingered there, softly kissing the humiliating bars, whispering, “I can feel you trembling, sweetheart. Such a good, needy bunny.”

Her voice was soft, breath hot against my cage. “Imagine Hannah’s face when she sees you this vulnerable, this beautifully desperate. I bet she’ll never let you out again.”

She rose gracefully, caressing my cheek, gazing into my eyes as my cage twitched uncontrollably, leaking with humiliating gratitude.

“You’re ready,” she breathed softly, brushing her thumb across my lips. “You’re exactly what Hannah wants.”

I nodded, dizzy with submission, barely able to speak.

“Thank you, Miss Moxie,” I whispered.

She smiled warmly, indulgently.

“My pleasure, pretty bunny,” she purred, pulling me toward the door. “Now, let’s show Hannah how good you’ve become.”


Chapter Five: on my knees en route to the Airport

The limo was long, sleek, and so dark inside it felt like a confessional booth on wheels. Leather seats. Tinted windows. A flute nestled in a crystal holder beside the door. And Aada.

Aada was all legs and decadence, reclined like royalty in a sculpted lilac sheath dress that clung to her curves like melted silk. Her strawberry hair was twisted into a loose chignon, her skin glowing with the kind of richness that came from years of lounging in the Finnish wilderness. One stiletto heel rested on the armrest, the other on my shoulder.

“You’ve been such a delight,” she said, sipping her matcha. “A drippy, desperate, well-behaved delight.”

Her other hand trailed between her thighs, pushing her dress up to reveal sheer lavender panties already damp with anticipation. She cocked an eyebrow. “Say thank you for letting you see my panties.”

“Thank you, Miss Aada,” I whispered.

“Now get to work.”

I dropped to my knees on the plush carpet between her legs. The scent of her was dizzying, citrus perfume and something darker, sweeter. I hooked my fingers around the waistband of her panties and slid them down slowly, reverently.

Her pussy was perfect, plump and glistening beneath a thick bush. I leaned in, trembling, and began to lick.

“Slower,” she breathed. “I like it gentle…”

Her taste was rich and decadent. Each lap of my tongue sent her sighing back against the cushions. I licked soft circles, then slow strokes, adjusting at every murmur, every twitch of her thigh. My caged cock pulsed uselessly with every moan.

Then I felt someone else.

Behind me, unseen until now, Aada’s sex slave had slipped into the limo with predatory grace. Her dark skin shimmered against the pale leather, and her full lips curled in a wicked smile as she dropped behind me on all fours.

She pulled down my panties, exposing the tail plug still nestled between my cheeks, and pressed a kiss to the base. I gasped into Aada’s slit.

Her tongue, warm, teasing, began to rim my hole in slow, humiliating circles, each one making my knees tremble harder. My cage throbbed, and I moaned helplessly into Aada’s cunt.

“Such good girls,” Aada purred above me, watching us both through half-lidded eyes. “Let’s give him a present, hmm?”

The slave reached into her thigh harness, producing a sleek pink plug with a bunny tail at the end, only this one was much, much larger than before. The beautiful slave slicked it with lube from her mouth and pressed it against me.

I whimpered.

“Don’t stop licking,” Aada warned, fingers curling into my hair, pressing my face to her glorious cunt.

I obeyed.

As the plug pressed against my slick, twitching entrance, I could feel her breath against the back of my neck, warm and slow, the kind of exhale that said she was enjoying every second of watching me squirm. The tip teased for a moment, just barely nudging inside, and then, with maddening patience, she began to push. I moaned into Aada’s pussy, the taste of her musk coating my tongue as the plug began to stretch me open, wide and steady and unrelenting. It filled me inch by inch, the pressure blooming hot and thick through my core, until I could feel the base of it snug between my cheeks, locking into place with a sickeningly perfect finality.

“Good girl,” Aada purred above me, her thighs tightening around my head, her voice thick and heavy with pleasure.

My tongue never stopped. I licked her clit in slow, reverent circles, my face buried in her warmth, the scent of her dripping onto my lips, into my lungs, through every thought I still had left. My caged cock pulsed frantically, rubbing against nothing but the lace and my own leaking mess, made all the worse by the soft vibration that suddenly buzzed to life deep inside me.

It started low, barely a hum, and yet the moment it ignited, I gasped, the shock of pleasure-pain spreading through my spine, making my thighs twitch and my mouth stutter.

“Mm-mm,” Aada scolded gently, her fingers knotting in my hair. “Don’t stop, baby.”

I nodded, the motion buried in the softness between her legs, and redoubled my efforts, licking her like prayer. The plug throbbed rhythmically now, pulsing in tune with my caged arousal, sending waves of electric stimulation through me, radiating out from that swollen, invaded prostate and forcing my hole to clench greedily around the toy.

Beneath her velvet moans, I heard the slave girl laugh softly behind me.

“Look at him squirm,” she whispered. “Such a pretty little plug slut.”

Aada’s thighs shivered suddenly, her breath catching in her throat.

“Oh… fuck,” she whispered, voice cracking, and then she gasped, once, sharp and soft and feminine, and I felt the gush of her release against my mouth, hot and sweet and gushing.

Her fingers trembled where they gripped my scalp. Her thighs closed tighter, riding the final waves of her orgasm as I continued to lick, desperate and obedient, still plugged, still vibrating, still locked tight.

And in that moment, kneeling in the dark hush of the limo, my hole filled, my mouth soaked, my body trembling with overstimulated devotion, I realized there was nothing left of me but this.

I was just a toy.

Caught between a pussy and a plug.


Chapter Six: who are they serving for dinner tonight?

The sky was a deep, untroubled blue when I stepped out of the car, sunshine gilding every surface in soft gold. The breeze off the water carried the scent of hibiscus and sex. Somewhere above me, a seagull cried out, high and sharp and free.

Oh to be free.

Still dressing in my humiliating corset, panties and stockings, I looked around to make sure the coast was clear as the limo sped off to the airport. My plug buzzed once as I took a nervous step toward the entrance of the Dirty Minds Club, and I nearly dropped to my knees right there on the pavement.

The hostess, a busty redhead in a sheer apron dress, nipples glossy with oil, didn’t bother asking my name. She just smiled knowingly and gave my caged clit a flick through my panties.

“They’re waiting.”

The main dining atrium was sunlit and absurd. White stone columns lined the patio, framing an open-air garden with a dozen wrought iron tables, each one occupied by two or three stunning women in various stages of undress. One woman wore an emerald green corset and nothing else; her foot pressed casually against the throat of a leashed man licking her neighbor’s toes. Another lounged in a silk kimono, legs wide, while a curvy brunette spoon-fed her bites of cake in between delicate, moaning kisses.

In the center of the space, beneath a lavender parasol, sat the long table.

Five of them, lounging like goddesses on Olympus. Fredrika in her slashed mesh dress and thigh-highs, Moxie in a dripping pink latex number that clung to every curve, Naoimi in glossy black leather and a diamond collar that shimmered under the lights. The two other subs were there as well, Kitten in glitter-pink pasties and opera gloves, and Dina, radiant and smug in a see-through teddy with silver heels and cum-stained garters.

A space had been cleared under the table. A pillow. A place for me.

I dropped to my knees and crawled.

I didn’t even need to be told.

Fredrika went first.

She spread her thighs with regal ease, and I licked her her tight smooth pussy with reverence, my tongue already familiar with the rhythm of her body. She tasted like peppermint and danger. Every time I flicked the tip of my tongue against her clit, she tugged lightly on my leash, wordlessly guiding me with a firm hand.

When she came, softly, with a smile on her lips and her glass trembling in her hand, I moved on.

For her demure exterior, Moxie was messier. She gripped the back of my head with one manicured hand and humped my face like she owned it. When I tried to take it slow, she slapped me.

“Faster, slut.”

She drenched my mouth and giggled when I wiped my chin.

“Don’t be shy. You’re dessert.”

Naoimi was cruel. She made me stop right before she came, three times in a row, edging herself on my tongue. When I whimpered into her pussy, desperate to give her what she wanted, she finally came with a growl and clamped her thighs around my head so tight I saw stars.

“You should be grateful I let you breathe.”

I was.

Kitten and Dina came together. Literally.

They spread their legs side by side and guided me back and forth with whispered teases and matching moans.

“Oh, he's shaking,” Kitten giggled.

“Poor thing,” Dina cooed, stroking my hair. “He’s probably leaking all over his little panties.”

She was not wrong.

They kissed over my head when they came, sighing into each other’s mouths, and I stayed between their thighs like a toy that no one had remembered to put away.

The plug in my ass buzzed constantly now, low and mean and cruel, keeping me constantly on the edge.

My cage throbbed. My throat ached. My face was wet with sex and sweat and the absolute collapse of any remaining dignity I thought I had.

And then the door opened.

And every head turned.

Hannah had arrived.


Chapter Seven: the goddess hannah rises...and so do I

The lights dimmed low, throwing soft, golden halos across the gathered goddesses. Their eyes shone like dark gems, hungry and amused. The air was heavy with perfume and the scent of arousal, a room full of women who knew exactly how much they owned me, how completely I had surrendered.

And at the center of them all stood Hannah.

My breath caught.

This wasn’t my playful best friend anymore; this was Hannah fully realized, the goddess she’d discovered in herself now radiating power from every flawless inch of her body. Her curves were encased in black leather and lace, the corset sculpting her waist into a devastating silhouette, pushing up her perky, perfect breasts, each one framed like artwork. A sleek harness curved around her hips with a thick, ridged black strap-on proudly protruding, gleaming in the candlelight.

Her shoes raised her high, shiny black stilettos that emphasized the toned elegance of her long smooth, sexy legs. A thin silver chain dangled the cage key around her neck, nestled safely between her breasts like a priceless jewel. Her makeup was fierce, smoky and dark, lips painted crimson, sharp enough to kill or kiss with equal passion.

“You remember our deal, right, Bestie?” Hannah’s voice was silk-wrapped steel, her eyes glittering dangerously. “We said we’d have sex. I just didn’t say who’d be fucking who.”

Laughter rose like smoke around us, the women lounging closer, eyes hungry.

Maybe I should have been upset, but I really wasn’t. After this week it all seemed natural. Why should I be the one to fuck her? She was the powerful one. I should obviously be the one to take her cock, not the other way around.

My heart raced.

“Yes, Miss Hannah,” I whispered, my voice shaking with humiliation and need.

Her eyes softened, briefly, beautifully, before her smile sharpened again. “Get on all fours in front of these beautiful women. Ass in the air. Now.”

My knees trembled as I obeyed, my skin prickling with anticipation and embarrassment. Cool air teased my flushed cheeks. Every eye burned hot against my nakedness.

“Oh, look at him,” purred Fredrika. “Perfectly positioned. Like a slutty little trophy.”

Hannah stepped behind me, tracing her fingertips slowly over my spine, down to my caged, trembling cock. I shuddered, whimpering softly.

“Poor baby,” Hannah mocked, a playful cruelty in her voice, “you’re already leaking through your bunny cage. Such a desperate, needy slut.”

“Yes, Miss Hannah,” I moaned softly, surrendering further with each teasing word.

She spread my cheeks, exposing me fully, and pressed the thick tip of the strap-on to my trembling hole. The touch was cold, firm, unforgiving. I gasped, biting my lip.

“You’re going to feel every single inch of me,” Hannah said slowly, sliding forward just enough to stretch me open. “And every one of these beautiful women is going to watch you moan and squirm like my pretty little toy as I pop your cherry.”

The room erupted in soft murmurs, dirty laughter. I flushed scarlet, unable to hide.

She pushed gently at first, then harder, slowly filling me, stretching me deeper than ever before, inch by devastating inch. My mind unraveled, breath quickening, my hole burning deliciously as it welcomed her claim.

“Oh fuck,” I whimpered helplessly.

Hannah leaned in, pressing her lips to my ear, her voice a caress. “That’s right, take it. Take your best friend’s cock, slut.”

“Fuck him harder,” Dina called out, laughter echoing around us.

Hannah obliged instantly, hips snapping forward, pushing deeper, faster now, fucking me with confident, dominant strokes. Pleasure and pain collided inside me, electrifying and raw. Every thrust made me gasp, my cage dripping, my thighs shaking.

“Look how desperate he is,” Moxie laughed, clinking her glass against Fredrika’s. “Just a filthy little cage slut.”

My humiliation intensified the sensation. I bucked against Hannah, moaning helplessly.

“You love this, don’t you, baby?” Hannah purred, slamming in again, making me yelp.

“Yes, Miss Hannah!” I cried, trembling with shameful, desperate honesty. “I love being fucked by your huge cock.”

“Good slut,” she said, grabbing my hips tighter, controlling my every movement, claiming me fully. “Maybe I should keep you this way forever, locked and desperate, begging me every single night.”

“Yes, yes please,” I babbled, lost to the rhythmic thrusts. “Please keep me.”

The women cheered, clapping and egging her on.

“Oh, he’s pathetic!” laughed Aada, lounging back to enjoy the show.

“Harder, Hannah!” urged Kitten, eyes wide and dark. “Break him for us.”

Hannah’s thrusts deepened. “Listen to them,” she growled. “They see exactly what you are. Mine. Only mine.”

I nodded frantically, her hips driving me forward into submission and helpless pleasure.

Then she slowed, sliding a gentle palm over my spine, down between my trembling thighs. The delicate clink of metal and the warmth of her fingers made my heart leap.

She unlocked my cage.

Cool air caressed my cock for the first time in days, my hardness desperate and immediate. I moaned loudly, relief washing over me.

Hannah’s voice was velvet and steel. “You don’t cum until I allow it. Understood?”

“Yes, Miss Hannah,” I whispered urgently, begging softly, “please…”

She wrapped one slender hand around my cock, stroking it slowly, excruciatingly tender while her hips fucked me in perfect rhythm. My mind shattered into pure sensation, the ache of her inside me blending with the soft, unbearable friction of her fingers.

“Are you ready?” Hannah asked softly, her voice full of sweet cruelty. “Because I’m going to let you cum, baby, but only when I say.”

“Yes…yes please!” I whimpered, my cock throbbing desperately in her grip, body trembling as she fucked me harder.

She began counting down, each number a command, a tease, a whispered humiliation:

“Ten…” Her thumb teased my tip, smearing precum, sending lightning up my spine. “You’re such a needy slut, aren’t you?”

“Nine…” Her fingers tightened, pumping rhythmically, cock pulsing and leaking in her fist. “Feel how desperate you are, how much you belong to me.”

“Eight…” Another deep thrust, deeper, filling me utterly. “My pretty, submissive pet, trembling, dripping for his best friend.”

“Seven…” My thighs shook, breath short and shallow, every muscle tight. “You’ve been begging for this all week, haven’t you?”

“Six…” Her hand moved faster, slick, confident, unrelenting. “Every inch of you is mine now, sweet boy.”

“Five…” Her voice grew sharper, crueler, knowing how it drove me insane. “You’re going to cum so hard for me, so shamefully.”

“Four…” Pleasure built unbearably, pressure tightening inside me, overwhelming, white-hot. “You’re my desperate little bunny, aren’t you?”

“Yes, Miss Hannah!” I sobbed, breathless.

“Three…” Her hips slammed forward, cock buried to the base, fingers pumping faster. “Good boy, moan louder, let everyone hear how you ache for me.”

“Two…” Every nerve burned brightly, cock aching, body shaking, close to the edge of absolute surrender. “I’m going to ruin you forever. No one else can ever fuck you like I can.”

“One…” Her whisper was final, possessive. “Now cum for me, Bestie.”

Pleasure crashed violently through me, exploding outward, hot and fierce. I screamed, bucking helplessly against her grip, spurting thick and messy, humiliation and ecstasy mingling, emptying myself for her pleasure, her claim, her ownership.

The room erupted in applause, laughter, shouts of approval.

Hannah’s soft lips found my ear again, whispering tenderly: “You’re mine now. Completely mine.”

“Yes,” I gasped softly, weak, satisfied, broken, and remade. “Yours forever.”

And in that beautiful moment of absolute submission, surrounded by applause, dripping with humiliation, owned and fulfilled, there was nowhere else I’d ever want to be.


Chapter Eight: More Than Best Friends. so much more.

The club was still alive with sound, slaps and moans and the low murmur of whispered commands. Somewhere beyond the velvet curtain, the orgy raged on: the heavy perfume of sex still hung in the air, sweat and latex and laughter drifting from room to room like a symphony of submission.

But here in the quiet of the lobby, it was just the two of us.

Hannah sat beside me on the oversized white leather couch, her bare feet tucked beneath her. Her corset was unfastened now, her strap-on long since removed, and the only thing left clinging to her body was a loose silk robe she hadn’t bothered to tie. Her dark hair tumbled in loose waves around her face, cheeks still flushed with the afterglow of her assent to goddess.

I was in panties again, the ones Hannah had driven here in, soft cotton, soaked with my own mess and humiliation. My cage had been left unlocked after my ruined orgasm, but the heavy ring still hung around my base, my sore, wet cock resting pathetically against the waistband like a dog waiting for its leash to be reapplied.

We sat in silence for a while, just breathing. My head rested against her thigh, her fingers stroking idly through my hair. Every touch made my heart flutter.

Then she sighed, soft, uncertain.

“I wish we could be more than best friends,” she murmured.

I blinked, breath catching. “What?”

She looked away quickly, suddenly shy. Her voice dropped to a nervous whisper. “I know it sounds silly. I mean… after everything. I just… I keep thinking about it.”

I sat up, heart pounding. “You, you really mean that?”

Her eyes met mine, bright, a little afraid.

“I do.”

My body felt like it was on fire.

I leaned in before I could talk myself out of it, lips brushing hers in a soft, trembling kiss. She tasted like champagne and victory. And when she kissed me back, slow, lingering, full of quiet want, I thought my knees might give out entirely.

“Miss Hannah…” I whispered, flushed and smiling, “will you be my girlfriend?”

She bit her lip, grinning.

“Only,” she said slowly, teasing now, “if you agree to stay locked.”

My breath hitched.

“Forever?” I asked, half-joking, half-terrified.

Her smile grew wider. “Let’s just say… as long as I’m your girlfriend, your cock belongs to me.”

“Yes,” I whispered instantly. “Please.”

Hannah’s laugh was soft and satisfied. “You didn’t even hesitate.”

“I’ve always wanted this,” I said, “But after this week, I can’t imagine any other kind of relationship. I love you, Miss Hannah. And I always will.”

“Good boy.”

We kissed again, deeper this time, her hands cupping my cheeks, my cage grinding against the fabric of her robe like it was drawn to her.

When she pulled away, she glanced toward the dark hallway that led back to the playrooms.

“Did you see how Moxie and Fredrika were eyeing us?” she murmured. “I think they know.”

“That we’re in love?”

“No,” she said, smirking. “That I’m going to ruin your life in the best way possible.”

I blushed furiously. “Too late for that.”

We both laughed.

She leaned back, stretching like a satisfied cat, one hand idly playing with the little silver key that still hung between her breasts.

“You know,” she said, voice casual, “my master’s program starts next week.”

“I know.”

“I’ll be in class every morning. Studying every afternoon. Long distance will be hard.”

“I was hoping I could move in with you,” I said softly.

She looked over, eyes glittering.

“Really?”

I nodded. “I mean… I’m already modeling here. Fredrika said I can make more in one day as a fetish model than I used to make in a month at my old job. And being your full-time chastity boyfriend? There isn’t much I wouldn’t give up to keep that going...”

Hannah’s expression melted. She shifted forward, climbing into my lap, her robe parting just enough for me to feel her heat against my skin.

“You’re mine, then,” she whispered. “My bitch. My footstool. My filthy little panty model. My best friend.”

“And boyfriend,” I added, grinning.

She giggled and kissed me again, longer this time, her hips grinding against my caged cock, slow and lazy and possessive.

“I can’t wait to live together,” she said between kisses. “We’ll pick out furniture. A little breakfast table. And a drawer where I’ll keep your cages. All the new ones I plan to buy.”

I moaned softly at the thought.

“Now…” she said, reaching down between us. “Let’s make it official.”

She picked up the bunny cage from the coffee table, still warm, still glistening, and slowly, lovingly, locked it back around my cock. The click was soft, absolute.

“There,” she whispered. “Mine again.”

I sighed, everything inside me melting.

She traced a fingertip along the metal, smiling like it was the most beautiful thing she’d ever owned.

“My little boyfriend,” she purred. “Locked up and leaking.”

“Forever,” I said.

“Forever,” she agreed.

And in the glow of the lobby, with the distant sounds of moans echoing through the walls, we kissed again, two best friends, lovers, keyholder and slave, starting something new.

Together.

One submissive.

The other a Goddess.

Exactly where we were both always meant to be.


The End
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What happens when the hottest woman in your office offers to lock you in chastity and take complete control?
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I thought helping with my best friend’s bachelorette weekend would mean holding purses and pouring drinks. I didn’t expect lace, lipstick, or a new name.
Now I’m Missy—her handpicked Maid of Honor—and she’s determined to make sure I fit the role. That means cute outfits, painted nails, and learning exactly what it takes to serve. And when she tells me I look better in panties than I ever did in boxers… I can’t help but believe her.
Things only get more intense when she introduces me to her friends—and locks me in something that guarantees obedience. With each task, each command, I feel myself slipping deeper into the role she’s created for me. It’s confusing. It’s humiliating. And it’s everything I didn’t know I needed.
Sissy Maid of Honor is a playful, femdom-themed story of feminization, obedience, and control—featuring adult characters exploring power exchange in a consensual setting.
Intended for mature readers only. All characters are 18+ and involved in safe, consensual roleplay.
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